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One 


Author's Notes: 
This story was inspired by a one line post on a message board: \'I once knew a boy called Bill\. 


Any slash was unintentional, it just turned up when | wasnt looking but it seems to work. 


| once knew a boy called Bill He was sweet, and cute and funny and..God how | wish | could call him innocent as 


well. But he wasn't, | don't think he ever was, | don't think he ever had that chance. 


But he was sweet, that's what | remember most. Not like you. 


And he was my friend. Not like you. 


We used to hang out together all the time. | wonder sometimes whether anyone who knew us back then can 


even remember seeing us apart. | doubt it, because it didn't happen often. Not like now. 


We used to talk about our dreams, and our ambitions, we used to spend our whole lives, ignoring the world 
around us as much as possible, just focusing on that future. Not like now. 


Now it's hard to dream of the future, of ambitions and goals. What are we supposed to dream of? We've got 
everything we could ever imagine wanting, so where do we go now? What else is there for my sweet child and 


me? My Bill. 


My Bill. That's who | still see when | look at you, that's the name | still call you in my head. But your not really, 
are you? You're not him. 

| wonder what happened to Bill. When did he get left behind? Officially it says somewhere, because you had to 
do it officially, always had to get everything written down and formalised. Even that, even the day you 
destroyed my friend Bill and turned him into Axl Rose. 


But he was gone before then. | see that now. He was gone before we ever reached this God-forsaken city. But 
thinking back | don't know when he left. Maybe he did it slowly, quietly. Bill was always quiet, again not like you. 


| guess | know why you did it. At least | think so. Bill wouldn't have been able to take it. He'd had enough. I7 
years old and already he'd seen more pain, more suffering than most people see in their whole lives. He 


couldn't take it any more; he would never have survived the city. 


So he left us. He let Axl take over. But sometimes | think he was still there, in the beginning at least. He would 
come out sometimes, when it was safe and we were alone. Then my sweet Bill would come back to me and we 
would be together, just like the old days. But most of the time it was you. More and more often as things 
started moving faster, it was you who came to me, you who | had to speak to. You who | woke up with my 


arms around, even when | had gone to sleep holding my Bill. 


And who are you? Who is Axl Rose really? | used to think | knew. | used to think | understood you better than 
anyone else ever could. But | was wrong. 

| used to think you loved me. You told me you did offen enough. You would scream it to me at night, whisper it 
in my ear, or tell me honestly, with those great, deep, green eyes of yours staring right into me. And | 


believed you. But | was wrong. 


You lied to me. Maybe you didn't mean to, maybe you never even realised you were doing it. But you did. You 
never loved me, not really, not like | loved you. To you | was always a tool, or a possession. | was just someone 
to hold your hand and guide you when you were lost, someone to hold you close and comfort you when it was 


hard, someone to share your bed on a cold night, and someone to blame when it all went wrong. 


That hurts. It still hurts me after all these years, to think how you used me. | realised early on it wasn't 
really what | wanted. Our dream turned sour for me long before you tired of it. But | couldn't leave because | 
loved you and you needed me. | couldn't just walk away and abandon you to them because you would never 
have survived. But if | had stayed | would never have survived either. Because you were killing me. You took 
everything | had to offer, and it took me years to realise you never gave anything back. You left me empty, 


and cold and sore and alone. When | needed you most you weren't there. You had left me. 


So | left you. Even knowing you were already gone it was still the hardest thing | had ever done. Because | still 


loved you, even knowing you had left me. 

| guess that's why | came back. | knew | shouldn't have. We all did. But | did it anyway, you called me and | 
came. But it could never last, not after what had happened. | couldn't stay, | couldn't bear the thought of 
sharing your bed again, knowing you had left me. 


So | walked away, again. And in a strange way it was even worse than the first time, because this time | knew | 
was never coming back And in spite of everything that hurt more than any other pain I've ever known. But | 


knew it was right. 


Because | feel better now, | feel free. When | think about it leaving you still hurts and | guess it always will. But 
it doesn't hurt me just to wake up in the morning. It doesn't hurt me to look at myself in the mirror. | don't 


have anything in my life now that | need to hide from, or avoid, or block out with drugs. So | know it was right. 


| can be free now. That's what | value most; | was always tied down before. | could never go far, or devote too 


much time to my own life because you might need me and | had to be ready to come running at your call 


You used me. | see that now. You used me and | was happy to let you. When it had been my Bill calling me back 
| didn't mind. Because we loved each other and we were meant to be together. So it felt right to come back. 
And for a long time after my Bill had left me | kept coming back. Because | still thought of you as my Bill, | 


think | always will, and my Bill would never have used me because he loved me. 


He loved me in a way you could never dream of, could never imagine. You needed me, but that's not the same 
thing at all. That's all you cared about, you and your needs. But | have needs of my own 
So | had to leave. 


And now l'm free. And l'm happy. Except when | think of you, then it still hurts. So | don't, | don't think about 
you at all. | think of the times before that, the times when | was friends with a sweet little boy called Bill 


